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A man cannot sail by two clocks* Trouble will come of it
and trouble did* He knew the weather signs, arriving
eight days too late
at Botany Bay, to find the English there before him . ..
eight days too late and all time past to get there.
The lag and drag of her love had been holding him back,
making him delay when he should be pressing on,
making him fear that every league further
was a league irrevocable from the friendly harbourage
of her arms,
But the resolution was made.
It was onward from this English-claimed land.
Spread, 0 ship, your great wings and soar beyond safe
horizons.
There lie destiny and the eight days hie had lost.
Eastward lay the secret of time that had the same
beginning
as Western man's, but ran to its own pulse beat,
so that no man knew whether the past or future lay
beyond the loose-flung arms of Botany Bay.
He wrote farewell to her, his Elenore,
bade her wait for him, as once Paul did for Virginia
by her distant shore,